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How WEEK-END-ON-SEA LOOKS IN REALITY, AND HOW IT BECOMES TRANSFIGURED BY THE HAND OF THE POSTER ARTIST. 
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WEATHER INTELLIGENCE. 


(“The Judge said they had only themselves to blame for the bad 
weather, for it was the swearing that brought it on.’’—--A recent Report.) 
You that of late were busily complaining 

Of the pale Sun’s obscure and futile glow, 

Who thought it rained from being fond of raining, 

And blew because it felt inclined to blow, 

Who found your work, your play, 
Your very week-ends, wholly chucked away, 


Listen to me; I bring you weighty tidings— 
Tidings, my erring friends, to give you pause ; 
‘Tis in your own deplorable backslidings, 
And them alone, that you must seek the cause. 
I{ear then my tale, and learn 
The inner history of the whole concern. 


For when the young Spring rose, and all things vernal 
Blossomed anew, there swept across the land 
A wave of language that was so infernal 
That even Nature found it hard to stand ; 
My brothers, it was one 
Too many even for our friend the Sun. 


Day after day (with each day getting longer, 
Which made it worse) His onward path He took, 
While day by day your message came up stronger- - 
: , 
‘eally, He hardly knew which way to look, 
Such wealth, such mass of sound 
Impinged like shrapnel on His daily round! 


Yet still He staggered through the course of duty, 
Till, finally, there rose a strenuous hum, 





So vivid, so incomparably fruity, 
That, as a curate walking through a slum 
Hides his diminished head 
By putting an umbrella up, ‘tis said, 


oer ‘ 


This is too much,’’ He cried, ‘* henceforth and alway, 
From My first beam o'er Greenwich, without fail, 
E’en to My going down o’er furthest Galway, 
I will obscure My Presence with a veil! 
Then, O ye winds, awake ; 
One of you bring some clouds, for goodness’ sake !"’ 


‘Twas done. The winds, in due allegiance, hearkened ; 
And daily from the sou-sou-west-by-sou 
Up came the clouds until the skies were darkened, 
To veil the splendour of His decent brow; 
And thus, from morn till night, 
You got your cold and rain—and serve you right! 
° “é we 4 “ 
A pretty tale, and moral in its bearing, 
Yet, after all, it falls a trifle flat, 
For, if you put the Weather down to swearing, 
You raise the question, what you ‘re swearing at 
Which floors it altogether, 
Because you ‘ve all been swearing at the Weather. 
Dum-Dum. 





The Loves of the Vegetables. 
Question in seedsman’s advertisement :—‘‘ Why do 
some cabbages bolt in spring without hearting? ”’ 
Suggested answer: They wish to make a mariage de 
convenance. 
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AN ENVOY EXTRAORDINARY. 

[To Mr. Kerr Harpe, about to take a voyage round the world for the 
sake of his health. Mr. Punch, whose best wishes go with him, looks 
forward to the day when Mr. Harvie will return to give the nation the 
benefit of his fortnight’s experience in India, and, in his own words, “to 
let a little light in upon the dark places of Indian government.” } 

Farr winds attend you where you sail 
To put a girdle round the Earth ! 
And bring you back robust and hale 
With lither limbs and larger girth 
And full of facts from over-sea 
Undreamed-of by the 1.L.P. 
In their profound philosophy ! 


Sampling the fat terrestrial ball 
It should not shock you much to find 
That England 's relatively small; 
To this you never yet were blind; 
It should surprise you rather more 
How few upon how many a shore 
Have ever heard of you before. 


You will remark that millions lie 
In gloom so absolute that they 
Manage to live and even die 
Without a solitary ray, 
To hint of how your Party strives 
To illuminate their dusky lives 
And make them jib at British gyves. 


From your excursion round the Globe 
You are to spare some fourteen days 
To pierce the Hindu’s heart and probe 
The mystery of his devious ways; 
His views on God and Life and Fate, 
On Caste and Kings, on Love and Hate, 
Wisdom shall teach you ‘* while you wait.”’ 


Within a fortnight, chiefly spent 
Inside a lot of stuffy trains, 
You will imbibe a continent 
Distilled through various Babu brains, 
And apprehend in half a mo 
What takes a man ten years or so 
To know that he can never know. 


And over darkest England’s night, 
With knowledge like a flaming brand, 
You will return and throw a light 
That never was on sea or land; 
Big with your fortnight you will come 
And breathe a tale to strike him dumb 
In Mokuey’s trembling tympanum. 


And should our Indian Empire wane, 
And Minto’s nerve amount to nil, 
And scared officials sigh in vain 
For LANSpOWNE’s lore and Curzon’s skill,— 
Then shall our Isle, in that eclipse, 
Appeal to you for expert tips, 
And hang upon your travelled lips. 
O. 5S. 








Tue Leicester Mereury has discovered a new method 
of reporting cricket matches. We can only indicate the 
method here by an example or two :— 

(1) ‘‘ At 152 Farrservice relieved Fretper, and 173 
runs came in his first over, but Burns left at 147.’’ 

(2) ‘* The century went up after two hours’ play, the 
second 50 taking two hours and a quarter to score,’’ 





SPORTSMEN | HAVE KNOWN. 


Out of the mists of the last century, as I search the 
past, rises the figure of Lirrte Atec. He is a short, 
bullet-headed fellow, with a dirty-brown, snub-nosed, 
impudent face. On the legs with which he shambles 
about he has a pair of ancient trousers, heavily frayed, 
ostentatiously patched, and about six inches too long for 
him. His waistcoat is full-bodied, and ends between his 
waist and his knees. What was the original colour- 
design of his coat no man can say. It has tails, and is 
buttoned raffishly across his chest. On his head is a 
battered bowler-hat, innocent of the greater part of the 
brim that once surrounded it. I do not think he troubles 
his chest and back with a shirt of any kind, and he cer- 
tainly does not wear a collar. Instead of it he has 
wrapped an old red handkerchief round his throat, and 
has knotted it carelessly in front. Thus garmented he is 
walking his beat in Jesus Lane and Malcolm Street, 
Cambridge, at one o'clock of the day, when the under- 
graduates, released from the last lecture of the morning, 
are returning to their rooms to lunch. He is not alone, 
for a mixed company of dogs and puppies attends upon 
him. ‘Two puppies are in his arms; the rest he is leading 
by various lengths of string. Hear him as he stops a 
possible customer and salutes him :— 

** Mornin’, Guv’ner. I’ve brought that bull-terrier 
I told you about. (He pulls up a reluctant puppy to the 
front rank. The puppy is very thin; its ribs can be 
counted. It was once white. In another life it may 
perhaps become a bull-terrier. At present its ancestry is 
doubtful.) There, Guv’ner. Ain’t ’e a beauty? Never 
see setch a dawg for six months. Look at ’is muscle. 
There ’s nothin’ that dawg won’t do when ’e grows up. 
You could put him between the shafts of a ’ansom-keb 
and set behind ‘im, and ’e ‘Il get you to Newmarket in no 
time.”’ 

The Undergraduate (dubiously). Let’s see his teeth. 

Little Alec (stooping down and inserting a dirty finger 
in the puppy's mouth). I’m the only one as dares do this 
with ‘im. ’E bit orf the top o’ my landlady’s thumb 
last week. All in play, o’ course; but I give you my 
david it made me jump when I come in and found ‘im 
tossin’ it about on the ’earth-rug. ’E swallered it down 
when ‘e see me, and I cut ‘im orf ’is dinner. (He forces 
open the dog’s mouth.) There, Guv’ner. Did you ever 
see setch a picter? They ’ll be bigger nor that too afore 
‘e's done with ’em. 

The Undergraduate. Will he hold on to a stick or a 
handkerchief, and let you pull him up by his teeth ? 

Little Alec. Lor’ bless you, ’e does that for ’is 
pleasure, same as you goes ridin’ or boatin’. I've ‘ad 
‘im ‘anging up in the air this mornin’ for a matter of 
twenty minutes as fierce as a lion. You try ‘im, 
Guv'ner. 

[The Undergraduate tries him with a handkerchief, 
but the puppy shows no interest whatever in the 
matter. 

Little Alec. The pore beast ’s shy, that’s what ’e is. 
"E don’t know you yet, Guv'ner, and ’e don’t know your 
wipes. ‘FE knows mine well enough, but ’e’s tore ’em 
allup. What! Don’t like ’is tail? Think it ’s too long? 
Why, that’s one of ‘is points, that tail is. We don’t 
never bite the tail orf of a bull-terrier. ’°E ’s got to ’ave 
it long. But I'll do it for you if you like. Take me up 
to your room, Guv’ner, and I'll bite it orf as short as you 
want it, only it Il ruin the dawg. ’E ’ll be so ashamed 
of ‘isself ’e ‘Il never lift ’is ‘ead up again, not if you was 
ito fill the place with rats for ‘im. Now, Guv’ner, you 
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A SLACK TIME. 


First “ Cuccxer-ovr’’ (Lorp Lanspowye). “ NOT MUCH DOIN’ IN OUR LINE.” 
Seconp “ Cuucker-ovr” (Lorp Harspury). “NO. BUT JUST ON CLOSIN’ TIME WE SHALL HAVE 
MORE THAN WE CAN TACKLE!” 


(The Peers have recently made fresh complaints about the intermittent character of the business that comes before the Upper Chamber. ] 
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AN ENVOY EXTRAORDINARY. 

[To Mr. Kerr Harpte, about to take a voyage round the world for the 
sake of his health. Mr. Punch, whose best wishes go with him, looks 
forward to the day when Mr. Harvie will return to give the nation the 
benefit of his fortnight’s experience in India, and, in his own words, * to 
let a little light in upon the dark places of Indian government.” } 

Farr winds attend you where you sail 
To put a girdle round the Earth ! 
And bring you back robust and hale 
With lither limbs and larger girth 
And full of facts from over-sea 
Undreamed-of by the I.L.P. 
In their profound philosophy ! 


Sampling the fat terrestrial ball 
It should not shock you much to find 
That England 's relatively small; 
To this you never yet were blind; 
It should surprise you rather more 
How few upon how many a shore 
Have ever heard of you before. 


You will remark that millions lie 
In gloom so absolute that they 
Manage to live and even die 
Without a solitary ray, 
To hint of how your Party strives 
To illuminate their dusky lives 
And make them jib at British gyves. 


From your excursion round the Globe 
You are to spare some fourteen days 
To pierce the Hindu’s heart and probe 
The mystery of his devious ways; 
His views on God and Life and Fate, 
On Caste and Kings, on Love and Hate, 
Wisdom shall teach you ‘‘ while you wait.”’ 


Within a fortnight, chiefly spent 
Inside a lot of stuffy trains, 
You will imbibe a continent 
Distilled through various Babu brains, 
And apprehend in half a mo 
What takes a man ten years or so 
To know that he can never know. 


And over darkest England’s night, 
With knowledge like a flaming brand, 
You will return and throw a light 
That never was on sea or land; 
Big with your fortnight you will come 
And breathe a tale to strike him dumb 
In Moruey’s trembling tympanum. 


And should our Indian Empire wane, 
And Minto’s nerve amount to nil, 
And scared officials sigh in vain 
For LANspowne’s lore and Curzon’s skill,— 
Then shall our Isle, in that eclipse, 
Appeal to you for expert tips, 
And hang upon your travelled lips. 
O.5. 








Tue Leicester Mercury has discovered a new method 
of reporting cricket matches. We can only indicate the 
method here by an example or two :— 

(1) ‘* At 152 Farrservice relieved Freuper, and 173 
runs came in his first over, but Burns left at 147.”’ 

(2) ‘“‘ The century went up after two hours’ play, the 
second 50 taking two hours and a quarter to score,’’ 





SPORTSMEN | HAVE KNOWN. 


Out of the mists of the last century, as I search the 
past, rises the figure of Lirrte Atec. He is a short, 
bullet-headed fellow, with a dirty-brown, snub-nosed, 
impudent face. On the legs with which he shambles 
about he has a pair of ancient trousers, heavily frayed, 
ostentatiously patched, and about six inches too long for 
him. His waistcoat is full-bodied, and ends between his 
waist and his knees. What was the original colour- 
design of his coat no man can say. It has tails, and is 
buttoned raffishly across his chest. On his head is a 
battered bowler-hat, innocent of the greater part of the 
brim that once surrounded it. I do not think he troubles 
his chest and back with a shirt of any kind, and he cer- 
tainly does not wear a collar. Instead of it he has 
wrapped an old red handkerchief round his throat, and 
has knotted it carelessly in front. Thus garmented he is 
walking his beat in Jesus Lane and Malcolm Street, 
Cambridge, at one o’clock of the day, when the under- 
graduates, released from the last lecture of the morning, 
are returning to their rooms to lunch. He is not alone, 
for a mixed company of dogs and puppies attends upon 
him. ‘Two puppies are in his arms; the rest he is leading 
by various lengths of string. Hear him as he stops a 
possible customer and salutes him :— 

‘* Mornin’, Guv’ner. I’ve brought that bull-terrier 
I told you about. (He pulls up a reluctant puppy to the 
front rank. The puppy is very thin; its ribs can be 
counted. It was once white. In another life it may 
perhaps become a bull-terrier. At present its ancestry is 
doubtful.) There, Guv’ner. Ain’t ’e a beauty? Never 
see setch a dawg for six months. Look at ’is muscle. 
There ’s nothin’ that dawg won't do when ’e grows up. 
You could put him between the shafts of a ’ansom-keb 
and set behind ‘im, and ’e ‘Il get you to Newmarket in no 
time.”’ 

The Undergraduate (dubiously). Let’s see his teeth. 

Little Alec (stooping down and inserting a dirty finger 
in the puppy’s mouth). I’m the only one as dares do this 
with ‘im. ’E bit orf the top o’ my landlady’s thumb 
last week. All in play, 0’ course; but I give you my 
david it made me jump when I come in and found ’im 
tossin’ it about on the ’earth-rug. ’E swallered it down 
when ‘e see me, and I cut 'im orf ‘is dinner. (He forces 
open the dog’s mouth.) There, Guv’ner. Did you ever 
see setch a picter? They ‘ll be bigger nor that too afore 
‘e's done with ’em. 

The Undergraduate. Will he hold on to a stick or a 
handkerchief, and let you pull him up by his teeth? 

Little Alec. Lor’ bless you, ‘e does that for ’is 
pleasure, same as you goes ridin’ or boatin’. I've ‘ad 
‘im ‘anging up in the air this mornin’ for a matter of 
twenty minutes as fierce as a lion. You try ‘im, 
Guv'ner. 

[The Undergraduate tries him with a handkerchief, 
but the puppy shows no interest whatever in the 
matter. 

Little Alec. The pore beast ’s shy, that's what ’e is. 
"E don't know you yet, Guv’ner, and ’e don’t know your 
wipes. "E knows mine well enough, but ’e ’s tore ’em 
allup. What! Don’t like ‘is tail? Think it ’s too long? 
Why, that’s one of ‘is points, that tail is. We don’t 
never bite the tail orf of a bull-terrier. °E ’s got to ‘ave 
it long. But I'll do it for you if you like. Take me up 
to your room, Guv'ner, and I ’Il bite it orf as short as you 
want it, only it ll ruin the dawg. ’'E ’ll be so ashamed 
of 'isself ’e Il never lift ’is ’ead up again, not if you was 
ito fill the place with rats for ‘im. Now, Guv'ner, you 
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A SLACK TIME. 


First “ Cucoxer-our’’ (Lorp Lanspowye). “ NOT’ MUCH DOIN’ IN OUR LINE.” 


Seconp “ Cnucker-ovr” (Lorp Harssury). “NO. BUT JUST ON CLOSIN’ TIME WE SHALL HAVE 
MORE THAN WE CAN TACKLE!” 


The Peers have recently made fresh complaints about the intermittent character of the business that comes before the Upper Chamber. ] 
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take ‘im. Three-pun-ten, and dirt cheap. LirtTLe ALEc 
wouldn't deceive you. ‘E's a bargin. 
[The business is eventually concluded for one pound 
and a pair of trousers, and LirrLe ALEc departs 
in triumph. 


It was in this fashion, as I remember, that LirrLe ALEc 
used to carry on his avocation of dog-selling. Everybody 
knew him ; nobody believed him; yet somehow he used to 
| sell the strange curs that he led about the streets of Cam- 
| bridge. His margin of profit must have been consider- 
able, but his dinginess never altered, nor did his general 
disreputability decrease. Parasitically attached, as it 
were, to the undergraduate world, he lived his little day 
Here a trouser, there a coat, and there again a pair or 
two of stockings came to him by way of barter, and en- 
abled him to face the weather with his canine troop. 
Where he obtained his animals was a mystery. Some 
supposed that he made midnight raids on Oxford and 
denuded that city of her stray dogs in order that he might 
retail them at Cambridge; but for myself I reject this 
imputation on the dog-fancying capacities of the sister 
university. To his dwelling-place even imagination 
refused to penetrate. Certainly he did not come from 
Araby the Blest, nor from Ceylon’s Isle, over which the 
spicy breezes are said to blow soft. Nobody knew when 
he ended. On one day, it seemed, he was. On the next 
he had vanished to a country where there are no dogs, no 
undergraduates, no trousers, and no red mufflers. 





THE POET AT HOME. 


[A propos of the outwardly disagreeable husband who is at heart an 
excellent fellow, to be relied on in every crisis of life, The Daily Mirror 
remarks: ‘“ Most women would certainly prefer amiability, and would 
agree to rely upon the fire brigade in case of a conflagration.”} 


| Tury tell me JoHn ’s a genius—you scarce could find 
A mind 
Where tenderness and vigour are so charmingly com- 
bined ; 
They say his every thought 
Is fraught 





With many a dainty whim, 
And happy, happy she 
Must be 
Who ministers to him. 
But the glory isn’t always so sublime ; 
You should see him when he ’s rather pressed for time ; 
You should also come and hear him 
Though on no account go near him— 
When he ’s worried by an aggravating rhyme. 
Then the kitten and the pup forget their strife, 
And they hide themselves behind the poet’s wife; 
They anticipate disaster 
When they see their baffled master 
Pull out Walker, and they scurry for dear life. 


They tell me Jonn 's a person whom it ’s quite a treat 
To meet, 
His manners are so graceful and his compliments so 
neat ; 
I’m told he has a smile 
To wile 
The stoniest of hearts, 
And when he pleases, all 
Must fall 
Before his magic arts. 
| But I wish that they could hear his morning growl 
At the bacon or the kidneys or the fowl; 
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And I wish that they were able 

To be present at the table 
When he greets me with his matutinal scowl. 
They may envy any woman that can boast 
Of a partner who is such a charming host, 

But a wife is apt to hanker 

For a husband who will thank her 
When she passes him the butter or the toast 








They tell me: ‘‘ In his inmost heart your Joun is true 
1 To you; 
He loves you with a wondrous love that is vouchsafed to 
few. 
Suppose your house caught light 
To-night 
And you were up above, 
Then what were life and limb 
To him? 
He 'd give them both for love."’ 
Sut 1 do not find that life is all compact 
Of occasions for some great heroic act; 
There are dull prosaic seasons 
When a woman may have reasons 
To prefer a little courtesy and tact. 
Though, for all I know, my Jounnie may be made 
In a way that puts most heroes in the shade, 
Still, suppose the house were burning, 
I should rather have a yearning 
For the London County Council Fire Brigade. 
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THE NEW BURGLARY. 
Many grieving householders will be glad to 


‘door-mat specialist’ once again He is 
Witttam Moore, a middle-aged man. He steals 
door-mats, and nothing but door-mats. ‘1 sell 
them to anybody,’ he remarked to the magis 
trate, and was sent to prison for three months.” 

Daily ¢ hronicle } 

Iv is interesting to learn that the 
Home Office, in conjunction with 
Scotland Yard, has lately been con- 
sidering very seriously the question of | 
the modern trend in burglary. 

For burglary, like everything else | 
times of flux, is rapidly 
changing its character. In the old 





in these 


days a burglar was a burglar—a 
desperate man who, being without 
property of his own, took that of | 
other persons Breaking into a 


he use, he would remove, in the time 
at his command, whatever was port- 
able and valuable, converting the 
booty into cash, and living luxuri- 
ously on the proceeds until the sum 
was exhausted, when he would again 
put forth his hand to the jemmy. 
Those times, however, are past. The 
modern burglar, produced by a speci- 
ally expert age, confines himself to | 
one line, disregarding others. Thus, 
the diamond burglar will not touch 
pearls or rubies, and the Gatns- 
porouGH burglar will not be bothered 
with Romneys. There have, of course, 
been exceptions to the rule, but they 
were owing to defective light or want 
of expert knowledge on the part of the 
cracksman. In the rage for speciali- 
sation, some members of the profes- 

are devoting themselves to the 
oddest things. There are even cut- 
flower burglars, and burglars who con- 
fine themselves to abstracting croco- 








diles from the Zoo. Nothing is too 
bizarre for these terrible artists. 


Now this makes exceedingly hard 
work for the Criminal Investigation 
Department, and they have decided 
that the detectives must be better 
educated It is, for example, of the | 
highest importance that a detective | 
should know as much about a subject | 
as the burglar To acquire such’ 
knowledge in the department, say, of | 
art, Is not an easy or an inexpensive 
matter. It takes a long time to dis- | 
tinguish a Romney from a GaIns- 
RoROUGH. Nevertheless, it must be 
done, and hence the Committee’s re- 
commendation that a school of art 
and picture gallery at Scotland Yard 
be « pened. 

As to punishment, there are novel 
recommendations too. The Com- 
mittee are strongly in favour of a 
process of satiation such as has been 
found so efficacious with dipso- 








| also for its fly-paper industry. 


maniacs. It is highly probable, for 
example, that the next picture 


burglar who is convicted will be sen- 
tenced, not to Holloway, but to six 
months’ compulsory confinement in 
the Tate or Doré Galleries, or, for 
particularly bad cases, the Soane 
Museum. 





HIGHWAYS AND BYWAYS IN UPSHIRE. 


Averdip, about six miles to the 
south-east of Bunterwind, is situated 










Bierurcace of OLpest INMABITANT OF UPsuIRe. 


on the river Tubb. Averdip was 
granted by King Eapsaup as early as 
the year 616 to the Priory of Christ 
Church, Minterbury. Averdip church 
is interesting Perp.—in fact, it is 
a question whether a Perper church 
exists. It is a fine cruciform structure, 
with a central tower and a twelfth- 
century chancel which, like the Sec- 
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Ploughman of Upshire plodding his 
weary way homeward, 


'retary for War, is remarkable for its 


fine proportions. The oldest inhabi- 
tant lives at Averdip, which is famous 
It was 
at Averdip that Witu1AmM CoBpeTtT 
offered the Tory squire a glass of beer 
a civility, or shall I say hostility? 
which almost led to blows. 
Arkwater.—This is a growing sea- 
side resort at the mouth of the Shem. 
Great things are expected of it by the 





local magnates. It is, indeed, a 
veritable marine paradise for the 
young, having not only water but also 
a beach of sand. Paddling is carried 
on here all through the summer 
months regardless of wet feet. It 
was at Arkwater that NAPOLEON once 
meditated landing; but little or 
nothing came of his project, and, as 
everyone knows, he was defeated by 
the English and confined at St. 
Helena, where he ultimately died 
some eighty years ago. An interest- 
ing account of his second funeral will 
be found in the Paris Sketch Book, by 
WituiaM Makepeace THACKERAY, who 
was not, however, an Arkwater man, 
having been born in Calcutta. 

The church of St. Jude has the 
usual amount of Early Perpiness, and 
some fine brasses. The gifted poetess 
SUSANNAH JouNSON lies here. 

Azimster is situated two miles 
north of Swingford, where the old gal- 
lows may still be seen. The Newgate 
Calendar contains some very interest- 
ing records of two malefactors who 
were hanged in chains here in 1749 
for the murder of a curate; but why 
they should have murdered him, or 
why it should have been considered a 
crime, no one seems to know. The 
church is a building of E.E. and sub- 
sequent styles, with a fine Early Perp. 
tower. The Rev. Decius Hawke was 
once rector here, and it was while he 
was at Aximster that he wrote the 


best of the Gorey Hymns. For a 
short while the unfortunate Lord 


WiLrorp was his pupil here, before 
leaving for that grand tour with Dr. 
KASTNER, which had such a remark- 
able and tragical ending. But of that 
this is no place to tell. 





CHARIVARIA. 


Ir is possible that the Peace Con- 
ference will not, after all, prove abor- 
tive, but that a resolution will be 
passed to the effect that no War may 
be begun without a formal declara- 
tion. Any Power embarking on 
hostilities without this preliminary 
will be adjudged to have lost even 
though it may win. 

* * 
* 

The Army Council suggests the 
formation of week-end camps for the 
Territorial Army. It is hoped later 
on, with the help of the Hague Tri- 
bunal, to arrange a series of Saturday- 
to-Monday wars so that the Terri- 
torial Army may not be at a dis- 


advantage. 


* * 
* 


irave fears are expressed lest the 
expedition fitted out by the SuLTan 
against Ra1suui should be kidnapped. 
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Bertie. ‘“‘Wett, Morner, I pon’t CARE WHAT YOU BAY. 
Mother. “ VERY LIKELY. 
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I THINK SHE'S A REGULAR BRICK,” 
Sue CERTAINLY SEEMS TO BE THROWING HERSELF AT SOMEBODY'S HEAD.” 








We are afraid that Mr. MAcpnHer- 
son, the Labour Member, will get into 
trouble with his party. He informed 
a Press representative, after his visit 
with other M.P.’s to Aldershot, that 
the knowledge of military problems 





gleaned in debate faded into utter 
insignificance when compared with 
the actual experience gained by this 
|visit. The idea that a Labour Mem- 
| ber has anything to learn is, we 
}understand, not subscribed to by all 
| Mr. Macpnerson’s colleagues. 

| * * 

| General STOESSEL, on whom the 
KAISER bestowed an important decor- 
ation at the time of the fall of Port 
Arthur, is himself now accused of be- 


generads. 
* * 

. The General is also accused of 

issuing reports of battles that never 

occurred. 


an important position on its staff. 
* * 


. *. . . 
The American millionaire who fell 





stowing decorations on incompetent 


If this charge can be sub-| 
stantiated, a certain newspaper, we| 
hear, is prepared to offer the General 


| has now, by the aid of the Press, 
|found her again. Meanwhile there 
| are signs that our newspapers are be- 
|coming more modest. Writing on 
this subject, The Daily Mail says: 
| ‘* Although the omens are favourable 
Mr. X has yet to win his bride—and 
the final word will rest with the 
lady.’’ A little while ago the final 
| word would have rested with the 
newspaper. 

* * 

* 

The last L.C.C., in its steamboat 


experiment, lost a lot of money by | 


water. The present L.C.C. is deter- 
mined to reverse the policy of its pre- 
decessor, and has decided to make 
£500 by whisky. 

* * 

“Nursing has sometimes been 
made a trade, sometimes a profes- 
sion: it will never be what it should 
be until it is made a religion,’’ says 
Sir Joun Byers. But surely every 
pretty nurse has a certain number of 
worshippers ? 

* * 

a . . * , 
| Writing to The Express, a corres- 
| pondent says:—‘‘ Nine years ago I 


any of your readers beat this record ?”’ 
We hope that the spirit of emulation 
will not lead some other gentleman 
to come forward with a similar con- 
fession as to his collar. 

* * 

Two children who, it is claimed, 
are the biggest in the world are now 
visiting Wednesbury. One of these 
child-giants is heavier than his father 
and mother combined, and the local 
branch of the Sotiety for the Protec 
tion of Parents has been instructed to 
keep a careful eye on the youngsters, 
|'who are reported to be very strict 
with their parents. 








Relief in the Provinces. 
** Livina STATUARY 
To Srop 
In Lonpon.”’ 
Daily Chronicle. 


A Doubtful Compliment. 
| ‘* At a special meeting of the office- 
| bearers of — it was unanimously 
lagreed to invite the minister to take 
\a longer holiday than usual as a 


in love with a beautiful English | purchased a penny collar stud, and | mark of esteem and appreciation.’’— 
maiden, and then lost sight of her,| have worn it every day since. Can! Scottish Review. 
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A LITTLE CAME OF CROQUET. 
PROLOGUE. 
‘“*] meEAR you ‘re very good at cro- 
iet,'’ said my hostess. 
‘Oh well,”’ I said modestly. (The 
fact is I ean beat them all at home.) 


We have the North Rutland 
hampion staying with us. He ’s 


ry keen on a game. Now then, 
how can we manage? ’’ 

[his was terrible. I must put it 

somehow. 

‘Is there a north to Rutland,” I 
hegan argumentatively. ‘‘I always 
thought 


“ Yes, I see. He shall play with 


J\Ne against you and Miss Mrippie- 
ron. By the way, let me introduce 
you all,”” 


We bowed to cach other for a bit; 
ind then I had another shock. The 
N.R. champion’s mallet was bound 

th brass at each end (in case he 
vanted to hit backwards suddenly) 
and had a silver plate on it. JANne’s 
had the brass only. It was absurd 

it they should play together. 

I drew Miss MippLeTron on one 

le. 

‘1 say,’’ I began nervously, ‘‘ I’m 
frightfully sorry, but I quite forgot to 


bring my mallet. Will it matter very 
much 
‘* | haven't one either,’’ 
‘You know, when my man was 


packing my bag, I particularly said 
to him, ‘ Now don’t forget to put in 


: mallet.” He said, ‘ Shall I put the 

pare one in too, Sir, because the best 
sprung a bit 

Oh, I’ve never had one of my 

vn. 1 suppose when one is really 


good 

‘ Well, to tell you the truth, I've 
never had one either. We ‘re fairly 
in for it now.’’ 

“Never mind, we ‘ll 
elves somehow.”’ 

“Oh, L’m quite looking forward to 


amuse our 


if 


CnaprTer I. 


They kicked off from the summer- 
house end, and, after jockeying for 
the start a bit, the N.R. champion 
ot going. He went very slowly but 
I watched him anxiously 
lor ten minutes, expecting my turn 
every \fter a quarter of 
an hour I raised n y hat and moved 
away. 

‘Shall we sit 
Miss Mipp.eton. 


very surely. 


moment, 


down?’ I said te 


“We shall be in the way if we sit 
down here, shan't we? se 

‘Outside that chalk line we 're 
safe?’’ 





; I I suppose so. 
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We moved outside and sat down on 
the grass. 

‘I never even had a chalk line,’’ 
I said mournfully. 

** It’s much more fun without.’’ 

‘* You know,’’ I went on, ‘‘ I can 
beat them all at home. Why, even 
WILFRID " 

‘It’s just the same with me,” 
said Miss Mippieron. ‘“* Hinpa did 
win once by a  frightfui fluke, 
but ‘ 

‘* But this is quite different. At 
home it would be considered jolly 
bad form to go on all this time.”’ 

** One would simply go in and leave 
them,’” said Miss MippLeton. 

‘* You know, it’s awful fun at 
home. The lawn goes down in ter- 
races, and if you hit the other 
person’s ball hard enough you can 
get it right down to the bottom; and 
it takes at least six to get back on the 
green again.”’ 

Miss Mippueron gurgled to herself. 


“We've got a stream. round 
our lawn,’’ she said, in gasps. “‘ It’s 
such a joke. and once. when 


” 


HILDA. 
Chapter II. 


** May I call you ‘ Mary 
‘ we 're still here.”’ 


‘Well, we have known each 
other a long time, certainly,’’ said 
Miss MippLteron. “I think you 


might.’’ 

‘Thanks very much.’’ 

‘“ What hoop is he at?’”’ 

“ He 's just half-way.’’ 

‘I suppose when he 's 
then Jang does it all? ’”’ 

‘It practically comes to that. I 
believe as a matter of form I am 
allowed a shot in between.”’ 

“That won’t make any difference, 
will it? ”’ 


finished 


Sa erate 

“Tt ’s awfully hot, isn’t it? ”’ 

a. =~, 5 oe you bicycle 
much? ”’ 

** No. Do you?” 


‘No. I generally sleep in the after- 
noons. 

‘* Much the 
Good night.”’ 

“Good night.”’ 


best thing to do. 


Cuapter III. 

‘Wake up,” I said. 
been asleep for hours. 
ing now.”’ 

‘Oh, I’m so sorry,”’ 
still with her eyes closed. 
missed your turn. 
one? ”’ 

“Absolutely splendid. I had a 
very long shot, and hit our champion. 
Then I took my mallet in both hands, 
brought it well over the shoulder—— 


** You ’ve 
JANE is play- 


said Mary, 
‘Then I 


Was it a good 


|said, waking up suddenly, 


°?°" I said: | 


way?” 
ys, 
: Yes: 
mustn’t.’’ 
‘* And croqueted him right down 


to the house. Over beds, through 


it’s hockey where you 


I ’ve ever driven.”’ 

‘*] hope you didn’t make him very 
You see, he may not be used 
to our game.”’ 

‘** Sick? My dear girl, he was fairly 
chuckling with delight. Told me I’d 
missed the rest of my turn. It seems 
that if you go over two beds, and 
across more than one path, you miss 
the rest of your turn. Did you know 
that? ’’ 

ae suppose I did really, but I'd 
forgotten.”’ 

‘“* And here I am again. JAwNe will 
be even longer. He’s lying on the 
grass, and taking sights for her just 
now. Why didn’t you answer 
my last letter? ’’ 

Cuaprer IV. 

; this passion for games,”’ 1 
** which 
has made us Englishmen what we 
are. Here we have a hot July after- 
noon, when all Nature is at peace, and 
the foreigner is taking his siesta. 
And what do we do? How do we 
English men and women spend this 
hot afternoon? Why, immediately 
after lunch, in one case even before 
the meal has been digested, we rush 
off to take part in some violent game 
like croquet. Hour after hour the play 
goes on relentlessly ; there is no back- 
ing out on our part, no pleading for 
just five minutes in which to get our 
wind. No, we bear our part man- 
fully, and. are you by any chance 
awake, or am I wasting all this? ’’ 

‘Of ec sc )6©oIL’m awake,”’ 
Marky, opening her eyes. 

‘What years I have known you! 
Do you remember those days when 
we used to paddle together—the 
mixed paddling at Brighton? ”’ 

““Ah, yes. And your first paint- 
box.”’ 

And your doll——’”’ 

“And the pony——’’ 

** And the—good-night.”’ 

“ G'night.”’ 


sick. 


uth 


said 


Cuapter XVIII. 


sé ” 
’ 


3ut how absurd said 
‘ when we ‘ve only just met.”’ 

“Oh, but come; it was about two 
years ago that you let me call you 
* Mary.” ”” 

“ True,’’ said Mary, thoughtfully. 

““And you can’t say we aren't 
suited to one another. We both play 
without the chalk line.”’ 


Mary, 





“True again. Yet. . . Oh, I can’t 


Are you allowed to do that, by the 


bushes, across paths—the longest ball | 
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| 


| Rutland champion. 
| won the championship by, I re- 











AMERICANA. 


First Millicnairess. “ No, we've NoT STARTED so FAR. Bet I GUESS WE'RE GOING 
Second Millionairess. “ BETTER CHOOSE ANOTHER LOCALITY. 
STREET THIS MORNING!” 


ReckON You 'LL BE A BIT 





THE NEW ACT. 

Deak Mr. Punxncn,—I am in a 
frightful muddle, and it is all owing 
to the new Employers’ Debility Act. 
Please tell me what I must do. I 
insured only two minutes too late. 
What do you think happened just 
as I was filling in the form? ] 
began with the cook, of course. She 
jumped into a rage over something, 
and she stamped and stamped till 
she stamped on her own toe. The 
doctor said it was serious, and ad- 
vised 
said he would advise its amputation 
immediately. On _ hearing _ this, 
Smituson, the butler, who has been 
filling to the best of his ability the 

‘ Not exactly nonsense,’’ said I. post of wine-taster to my establish- 

“Oh, it was,’’ said Miss Mippue-| ment, nearly fainted. While remov- 
TON, ' you know it was.’’ ing the stopper from the whisky 

“1 suppose it was,’’ I sighed. | decanter, in the endeavour to obtain 
““ Well, we ‘ll try again to-morrow.’’ | the stimulant necessary to his condi- 

“ Right,’’ said the champion. tion, he cut the index finger of his 
‘‘ But I shall use my other mallet.’’ | right hand. He was just able, before 





say all at once. Give me a little 
time.’’ 
af ty 


hoops. 


give you three ‘f JANE’s 
That ’s about six months.’”’ 


CHAPTER XX. 


‘““ Twenty-eight,’’ said the North 
‘** That ’s what 


member.”’ 

“It’s a good winning score,”’ I 
said. ‘*‘ Do they play much in North 
Rutland ? ’’ 

“I’m afraid it’s been very slow 
for you and Miss Mipp.eton,’’ said 
JANE 

‘“ Not exactly slow,’’ I said. 

‘ We ’ve been talking a lot of non- 
sense,’’ explained Miss MippLeTon. 





SHOPPING 
LATE 


| becoming unconscious, to empty the 


ti morning of the Ist of July. 


at least if it were his toe, he} 





STREET THIS AFTERNOON,” 
We're 


IN Bonp 


Boxp Street. poinc Donxp 


FOR 


decanter. Do you think, if his finger 
is to be amputated, he will be con 
sidered half or quarter disabled for 


life? I have still another calamity 
to recount. JANE, the housemaid, 
whom I sent to fetch the doctor, 
hasn't come back. That was on the 


The 
doctor diagnoses her case as loss of 
memory. Do you think I shall have 
to keep Jane, when she is found {1 
always notice things turn up sooner or 
later), in a lunatic asylum for life? 
Awaiting the favour of an early 
reply, 
I am, dear Mr. Punch, 
Yours truly, 
Pansy Prype 
P.S.—Jackie was to have gone to 
Osborne this afternoon, but I am 
sending him into an insurance office 


Am I right? P.F 


instead. 





Latest Bridge term: Coventry—a 


missing suit. 
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ANCIENT AND MODERN. 


irdent Archeologist (exploring ancient fortigeation “My pear Str, WE HAVE JUST MADE A MOST WONDERFUL FIND. ‘THIS FRAGMENT 
POTTERY WHICH WE HAVE HERE UNEARTHED, PRO ES CONCLUSIVELY THAT THESE MOUNDS MUST HAVE BEEN ERECTED AT LEAST THREE THOUSAND 
‘ BEFORE THE ROMAN ; 




















ilay. “ En —THANKS WrE—ER—RATHER HOPED YOU MIGHT BE DIGGIN’ OUT A BADGER!” 
\T OLYMPIA As a sort of preparation—I don’t’ and ties, and all that, you know; but 
_— ‘ want to look an absolute ass when 1|it was so fearfully irritating to lose 
Il aM going into the City Not at begin in the City; I mean to know]one’s studs in the sock department, 
: once, you know, but when things are something about contangos, and in-|I got neuritis over it. 
better there It is my dear old voices, and promissory notes, and all I saw a wonderful machine for mul- : 
Governor's idea, not mine. He says that sort of thing before I go—as a|tiplication and division, and all those i 
that he had to work hard for his living, sort of preparation, I went to the|tiresome things. It wasn’t quite 
: +} and so must I. I like the City—an Business Exhibition the other after-| accurate, as I told the man in : 
awfully interesting place, to my = noon. At Olympia—where the|charge; but, for a machine, it was 
: - mind. I went there, many years Horse Show was, you remember.|near enough. He multiplied 6,542 
iy ago now, with my governess, on the Not that this Exhibition was any-|by 87 with the machine, and the 
a) way to the Tower. As soon as the thing like the Horse Show; on the] answer came 569,154. I made a few 
i . Governor mentioned it, I wanted to | contrary. rapid calculations on an envelope and 
go again; but the Mater said she ’d Very interesting, though—very.| got it 569,274 He seemed rather 
‘h read that things were terribly dull) Learnt a good deal in half an hour—| annoyed when I told him the thing 
§ there, and | ought to wait until they tips for furnishing my office and so| was a hundred or so out. \s 
: t brightened up a bit. forth. There was the cheapest little What scems so strange, to my 
- l'ERMINGAY says—and he knows all cigar cabinet for two-fifteen that 1] mind, is that someone doesn't invent 
: 4 about it, mind you; he went to the have ever seen in all my life. But! a distinct name for a girl who works : 
City regularly, two or three times a/ I’ve made up my mind not to have|a typewriter. It would save so much 
: week, during last winter—-FermMincay anything to do with those cases of| confusion. For instance, there was a j 
ih says it's so jolly restful there, after drawers ‘‘ For keeping your letters| man there who asked me to come and 
; the sort of life we lead That ’s in,’’ one of the men in charge told| see his type-writer. Of course I went. 
: what I’ m looking forward to; because| me. ‘‘ My dear man,”’ I said, ‘‘ you| But there was no—— I mean to | 
: this season, with the weather and all! mean for losing them in?”’ Seems| say, he was referring to a machine, } 
be the rest of it, you know—well, my to me I had him there—what? I} and somehow I never could take any ¢ 
Te nerves are all to pieces already once had a similar thing for collars! interest in machinery. 
i @ 
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A SPOILT PET. 


Le Perr Bevce. “ PLEASE, SIR, YOUR MONKEY’S TAKEN MY BAG!” 
Uncie Saw. “THAT’S SO! AIN'T HE CUTE?” 
[On the subject of Belgium’s unpaid claim upon Venezuela for £400,000, The Times says A moral responsibility lies with the United 
States for the behaviour of the State towards which she has shown a special solicitude 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


ExTRracTeD FroM THE Diary or Tosy, MP. 

House of Commons, Monday, July 
15th. —- Truly the House may, 
through long watches of the night, 
be unconscionably dull. But from 
time to time it emits a flash of sar- 
donic humour that goes far to make 
amends. 

At four o'clock this afternoon 
benches were thronged. Atmosphere 
electrical. Old campaigners would 
guess that what is called a personal 
question was to the fore. Exactly. 
topERT CrciIL submitted motion 
raising question of Privilege. Based 
his charge on letter to newspapers 
written by the Lacurymose Lega, chal. 
lenging bestowal of a_ particular 
knighthood, and bringing general 
indictment against Government of 
bartering honours for money which 
they distribute among impecunious 
election candidates, thereby enslaving 
them should they succeed in enter- 
ing Parliament. Debate followed. 
C.-B. and Prince Artuur, for once 
united, deprecated meddling in the 
matter. The former moved amend- 
ment that “‘ the House do now pro- 
ceed with the business of the day.’’ 
On division, this was carried by 235 
votes against 120. 

Here ’s where the joke came in. 
House having solemnly, by a ma- 
jority of nearly two to one, decided to 
get to business, the benches, erewhile 
inconveniently thronged, emptied as 
by touch of magician’s wand. 





Tue Lacurywose Lea axp THE UNHAPPY 
Despaten. 
An apparition from East St. Pancras.) 


The business ordained was Vote of 
Censure moved by ALrrep LytTeL- 
ToN condemning Government for 
declining invitation of Colonial Pre- 


miers favourably to consider pre- 
ferential tariffs. In the course 
of a Session nothing can ex- 


ceed in interest or importance a Vote 
of Censure. Aimed directly at heart 
of Government, if the blow strikes 
home, they die. And here, all on a 
summer afternoon, was the official 
spokesman of the Opposition moving 
his momentous Resolution in hearing 
of audience that dwindled danger- 
ously near the limit of a quoruin. 
Reason not far to seek. Predomin- 
ant air of unreality about the whole 
business. Colonial Premiers, whose 
alleged snubbing is avowed founda- 
tion of Vote of Censure, finished their 
work and went their way two months 
ago. Hon. Members, being, after all, 
mostly human, cannot after so long 
an interval pump up honest indig- 
nation at an offence howsoever 
criminal. Fact is, the affair been 
engineered by loyal Unionists anxious 
to furnish their esteemed Leader 
with opportunity, for which he is 
known to conceal keen desire, once 





more definitely to declare his posi- 
tion on Tariff question. 








Too Maxy ror Tuem. 


Alfr-d L-tt-lt-n. “Can you decipher it, old man?” , 
A-sten Ch-mb-rl-n. “ Well, it seems to me horribly like ‘Sold again 


yo 


With characteristic modesty and 
tendency to self-effacement, Prince 
Artuur showed no haste to avail 
himself of the thoughtfulness of 
his friends. When notice’ of 
Vote of Censure is given from 
Front Opposition Bench, the Leader 
of the Party, in accordance with 
long-established precedent, forthwith 
rises and asks for a day to be set 
apart for its discussion. After 
LYTTELTON’S motion was handed in 
twice the House met, and PrRINcE 
Arruur made no sign. Only on third 
day, when tongues were beginning 
to wag, did he demand opportunity 
for attack on Government. 

Here it is, and House feels that 
whole interest of proceeding centres 
in one speech. What will Prince 
Artuur say? and, not least interest- 
ing, How will he say it? In no hurry 
to interpose. The hours passed and 
resembled each other, inasmuch as 
estimable gentlemen were making 
more or less long speeches, to which 
few listened. 

It was half-past ten when, follow- 
ing Luioyvp-Greorce, the Leader of 
Opposition rose. Once more benches 
were peopled by eager listeners. 
Expectation at highest pitch. 

‘The debate,’’ said PRESIDENT OF 
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Boarp oF TRADE, 


make clear the meaning and attitude | 


of tne 
he in 
not ; 

lor answer, PRINCE 

The basis of our Fiscal System 
must be broadened. How exactly it 

to be done, it is not my business 

to say.’ 
Che House laughed, and, going 
forth to the Division Lobby, nega- 
tived the Vote of Censure by 404 
votes against 111 

Business done.—Question of Privi- 
lege shelved. Vote of Censure rallied 
to Ministerial standard majority of 
203. 

Tuesday.—The Lacnry- 
MosE LEA has an uncanny 
habit of turning up unex- 
pe ctedly. The hero of one 
of Captain Marryat’s 
novels is a dog called Snar- 


Leader of the Opposition. Is 
favour of a tax on food, or 


ARTHUR said: 


leyow The plot is devel- 
oped through a series of 


efforts on the part of his 
desperate owner to get rid 
of the ineumbrance. SNar- 
LEYOW is successively poi- 
drowned, hanged, 
finally buried full five feet 


: 
soned, 


deep. But ever he turns 
up with studied look of 
nothing particular having 


happened since he was last 
seen 

This afternoon long list 
of questions on paper dis- 
posed of. CHANCELLOR OF 
rik Excnrquer unlocked 
his red despatch box prepa- 
ratory to moving the House 
into Committee on Budget 
sill CHAIRMAN OF Ways 
and Means furtively felt 
the knot of his white neck- 
tie to ascertain that all 
was well with it. At this 
moment Members became 
aware of a breath of chilling air filling 
the Chamber, suggestive of the en- 
trance to a tomb having been opened 
upon it. Looking up, they beheld 
the LacuryMose ONE on his legs at 
corner seat below Gangway. Accord- 
ing to long-established habit of Ap- 
paritions, 
fore his lips moved. This condition 
fulfilled, he asked permission to make 
a per sonal explanation. 

Nothing pleases House more. To 
hear a personal explanation it will 
readily turn away from consideration 


of topics of loftiest Imperial interest. | 


In solemn manner, with slow utter- 
ance, with here and there what to the 


strained fancy sounded like the clank | 


of muffled chains, LEA commenced to 





LEA paused a moment be- | 


‘is designed to| House waited in vain for the personal 


Soon became clear that 
he had (also after the manner of 
ghosts) ‘‘come for’’ the SPEAKER, 
who might presently be haled forth 
from the Chair and vanish from view 
of paralysed Members in a trail of 
smoke preternaturally illumined. But 
the Speaker is, if the phrase be 
Parliamentary, a tough customer to 
tackle. 

**1f,’’ he said sternly, ‘*the hon. 
Member is going to cross-examine me 
about statements made last week, I 
am afraid I cannot allow him to 
intervene.’’ 

This disconcerting, even for an Ap- 
parition. Lea stumbled on, further 


explanation. 





Tue Wuire Tie or a Drawevess Lire. 
Mr. Emm-tt, Chairman of Ways and Means.) 


till he was again, with ominous 
severity, pulled up by Speaker. Con- 
cluded he had better sit down; which 
he did with substantial effect that dis- 
| pelled the really foolish idea about an 
| Apparition. 

Business done.—Budget Bill got 
through Report stage practically with- 
out amendment. 

House of Lords, Thursday.—* At 
this late hour, my Lords, I will not 
trouble your Lordships by going at 
length into the subject.”’ 

Thus Lord Hiri concluding brief 
remarks on Crown Estates and Small 
Holdings Bill. 

In the Commons, Members, looking 
at the clock, and finding that the 





commenting on yesterday’s debate 


have indulged in burst of ironical 
cheering. Noble lords too polite even 
to smile. After all, it was not sucha 
preposterous way of putting it as to 
the vulgar it might seem. With a 
ruthless Government that declines to 
find work for noble lords to do, to 
keep the shop open till half-past six 
in the evening is late indeed. 

A more familiar procedure at this 
period of. the Session is for the 
Lorp CHaNncettor to take his seat 
on the Woolsack at a quarter-past 
four; prayers to be read, if they 
have not already been recited at the 
morning gathering of the House in 
its judicial capacity; then follows 
interval for meditation and conversa- 
tion extending to 4.30, 
when public business be- 
gins. Occasionally there 
is none ; in which case noble 
lords, feeling they have de- 
served well of their coun- 
try, turn their faces home- 
ward. A question may be 
put and answered, a pro- 
cess less extended in point 
of time now that Youne 
Wemyss has introduced the 
innovation of noble lords 
answering their own int=r- 
rogations, formerly  ad- 
dressed to Ministers. Ora 
Bill may be whisked 
through Committee. 

All done in time for five- 
o’clock tea. By-and-by the 
balance will be redressed. 
Important Bills will be 
dumped on the floor of the 
liouse, and patriotic Peers 
will be kept up till midnight 
or after, tearing them to 
pieces. 


The March of Progress. 


Tue following is seen in 
a Perth eating-house :— 
** Mrs. Moore, RESTAURANT. 
The first to introduce chip potatoes 
into Perth.’’ 





‘* In THE TRACK OF THE STORM. 
WHat THE LIGHTNING DID AT 
Bwicnewyn.”’ 

—Local Paper. 
Ir appears to have struck most of 
l\the vowels. Are consonants non-con- 
ductors ? 


The Workmen's Compensation Act. 
ARE PROFFSSIONAL CRICKETERS 
EXEMPT ? 

‘FH. L.. Sums hit DENNETT twice 
on to the cycle-track. C. 3s A. 
SmitH was also in vigorous mood, 
ana once drove DENNETT on to the 


summarise proceedings of yesterday. |‘* late hour ’’ was half-past six, would | top of the pavilion.” 
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Vicar (effusively to conductor at close of a brilliant programme). “THE MUSIC SOUNDED VERY DELIGHTFUL IN THE DISTANCE, 


CAN ASSURE YOU IT DID NOT IN ANY WAY INTERFERE WITH THE SaLes!” 


OUR CHURCH BAZAAR. 
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THE HANDICAPS OF GENIUS. 

With acknowledgments to “ The Rapid.’’) 

In all ages and in every land men 
ind women have achieved greatness 
n spite, not merely of humble birth 
but, of a variety of crushing draw- 
But no handicap is too great 
for the man or the woman who means 
to win. Here, for example, are some 
notable instances of greatness rising 
superior to the tyranny of circum- 
stance. 

SEMIRAMIS, the famous Oriental 
| Queen, triumphed over her enemies 
without ever having read a single 
novel by Miss Marie Core.u. 

AtTiLA, the great leader of the 
| Huns, died many years before the 
| laying of the foundation stone of the 
Carlton Hotel. 

Joun Keats, the author of 
| Hyperion, was never in his life inter- 
viewed by Mr. Raymonp Biatuwayr, 
Mr. Harotp Beoeie or Mr. WiLtiaM 
| Le Quevux, 

HANNIBAL, 
ginian general, 
fore the birth 
Mason. 


backs. 


the famous Cartha- 
crossed the Alps be- 


of Mr. A. E. W. 





CLeopaTrRa has gone down to pos- 
terity as a champion lover, though 
Mark ANTONY was not in a position 
to present her with a motor-car. 

LinN&zvus, the great Swedish 
naturalist, who was so poor that he 
was obliged to mend his shoes with 
paper, was often heard to observe: 
‘*If I could only live long enough 
to ALGERNON Asnuron, I should 
die happy.’’ 

Dr. Jonunson, though he often 
stated that he wished his biography 
to be written by Mr. Tuomas 
Wricut, of Olney, had in the end to 
be contented with BosweE.Lu. 

Caius Graccuus and his brother 
Tizerius, the famous Roman revolu- 
tionaries, were denied the privilege 
Mr. GeorGe LaNnspury’s 
broken by the police in 


see 


of seeing 
umbrella 
Whitehall. 

CorneviA, the mother of the 
Graccui, never heard of the Misses 
PANKHURST. 

tAMESES II., the most famous of 
all the Egyptian monarchs, had no 
chance of raising a pyramid in honour 
of Peter Keary, the celebrated 
author of Get on or Get Out. 


| ete., etc. 


Keary, the illustrious 


PETER 
author and publicist, never succeeded 
lin flying to the North Pole. 





ANSWER TO CORRESPONDENT. 
**X. Y. Z.—Your letter re the In- 
spector of Police blowing his police 
whistle and thereby disturbing James 
'town from Ladder Hill last Sunday, 
and throwing his arms about for what 
purpose only one conclusion could be 
arrived at by the excited people in 
‘Jamestown that perhaps the Zulu 
' prisoners had escaped, when it was 
afterwards ascertained that there 
'were two urchins, on his statement, 
‘pelting stones in the Garden, James- 
town, who when the Garden was 
searched it was found by him the boys 
{had skedaddled and were perhaps 
among the crowd laughing at him, is 
held over.’’—St. Helena Guardian. 





History in the Making. 
‘* Newspaper advertising began in 
1652. The following advertisement, 
taken from a newspaper of Swax- 
SPEARE'’S time, gives a good idea,”’ 
Liverpool Echo. 
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THE FALSE PIRATE. 
ri ther day, as I chanced to stray 
Down to a Cornish strand, 
J iddenly saw a stranger 
With features seamed and tanned, 
Who brandished a fearsome weapon 
In |} sinewy right hand. 


\ | id light shone in his eye, 
And, as I gazed at him, 

bh clashe dl his weapon on the stones 
And looked so dour and yritn 

That I fled from the vicinity 


Quaking in every limb. 


lor I knew that on the Cornish coast 
Wreckers once plied their trade, 
And the man had all the outward 
ivtis 
Of a buceaneering blade, 
And the more I thought about it 
The more I felt afraid. 


But on making close inquiry 
rom the driver of my fly, 

I learned this was no criminal 
Fleeing from hue and ery, 

But the County Council Chairman, 
Who lived on the hill hard by. 


But why that hue and that cut 
lass? ’’ 
I asked, and the answer came 
‘’ He spends his days in the open, 
Playing the volfer’s ume, 
And that instrument ain't no cutlass, 
A niblick ’s the rightful name.’’ 


OT course it Was reassuring 

To learn why his face was browned, 
That he grew the finest roses 

In all the country round, 
And that in the choir on Sundays 

He was “‘ regular to be found.”’ 


Yet still, on mature reflection, 
I am somewhat mortified 

That this sinistet looking stranger 
So huge ly his looks be lied, 

For ‘ scape from a real pirate 
Is a matter for honest pride. 


‘* Warning by Canon Ball 

GOVERNMENT Must Act Promptty.’’ 

We feared the worst from these 
headlines in The Standard. Labour 
had risen; the Tariff Reform Com- 
mission was advancing in extended 
formation; the Spectator Company 
was falling back upon its base. 
Imagine our relief at discovering that 
it was merely a reverend gentleman 
from Calcutta who had been giving 
his views on the trouble in India. 





Is Marriage a Success? 


\ great many married ladies wear 


their wedding-rings until they be- 
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LORELEY-ON-THAMES. 
Tis is not really our old friend 
Lorelei of the Rhine legend, whose 
early career is ' wrop in myst'ry.”’ 
The heroine of CATALANI’S opera is a 
human lady with a past, and when 
she elects to become a siren (she 
might equally well have turned into 
a vampire) it is with the sole design 
of revenging herself on a single faith- 
less gentleman by her fascinations, 
though she does keep herself in prac- 
tice by employing her arts on the 
casual Rhine-tripper. So at least we 
vathe r from the report of the chorus, 
though we are not allowed to see her 
at work on these other victims. The 
composer has picked up his ideas in 
all quarters. From Hetne’s Marchen 
he gets a hint for his heroine; his 





FEmbarrassments of a Popular Tenor 


Reappearance of the other lady on the 
wedding-day 


Signor Bassi . Walter 


river-nymphs come from Das Rhein- 
g ld; his Anna’s wedding from Lohen- 
grin; and from Tannhduser his 
funeral march (‘‘ we have lost our 
little Anna ’’); and no doubt he would 
have picked up an idea for Loreley’s 
desertion out of the score of Madama 
Butterfly if Pucerst had not taken 
the precaution of postponing that 
work till after CaTALANI’s death. Also 
the libretto (admirably rendered by 
Mr. Katiscn) is a rather silly blend 
of common earth and faérie; and for 
its epitaph one might well borrow a 
line from Herne’s Lorelei: 


Ich weiss nicht was soll es bedeuten. 


As for the music, it is like the cider- 
cup that cheers but not inebriates. 
Signor Bassi had a pleasant air to sing 
about his second-best girl, and how 
they two went a-maying—nel verde 
maggio. If fine clothes could ensure 
a happy marriage he ought to have 
done well in double harness, for a 
smarter wedding-costume I have 


with a figure unusually slim for a 
tenor’s. But I wish he wouldn't turn 
his back on the Rhine when he is 
addressing it, and only show Loreley 
his face in quarter-profile during his 
most passionate appeals to her better 
judgment. 

Mile. Scavar is a rather pleasant 
Loreley when she sings softly; at 
other times she perhaps approximates 
more closely to a steam-siren. 

I did not think that the Rhine was 
at its best. In one scene its ripples 
ran well up into the sky; in another, 
where the book describes it as “a 
broad stream,’’ it might have passed 
for the Atlantic. The swimming of 
the nymphs was badly done, and the 
diving of the various people who fling 
themselves into the river was of the 
very worst description. 

I never quite understand why you 
must have real working trumpets on 
the stage. When an actor sings to a 
harp or a pipe or a mandolin, the 
strumming or the tootling is always 
done vicariously through an agent in 
the orchestra. But with trumpets 
it is different; and in Act II. they 
were simply horrific. It was in this 
Act that the crowd was stage- 
managed very realistically. For it 
is the prime function of a crowd to 
block your view of anything that is 
likely to interest you; and_ their 
cutting off of the Loreley from the 
audience in my part of the house was 
avery clean piece of work. O. 5. 





WE are not surprised that The 
Englishman claims to have a larger 
circulation than any other paper in 
India while it can write like this :— 

“ By the time the present Government have 
done ruining the constitution of the country, 
reducing the Navy to a state of impotence, 
and the Army to a mob of half efficient volun- 
teers, driving the workmen out of the arms 
and ammunition factories, alienating the Colo- 
nies, and leaving England’s trade naked to the 
attack of all the world, there will be little left 
of the Empire except the adipose tissue that 
shrouds the party leaders, and feeds the lamp 
of knowledge in the Cobden Club.” 

Mark how well the metaphor is sus- 
tained. The ruined constitution, the 
nakedness, the adipose tissue, the 
feeding—all combine to make this a 
masterpiece of constructive criticism. 
Only, when the Empire is nothing but 
adipose tissue feeding a lamp, where 
will the Editor of The Englishman be? 
For the moment we don’t quite see 
him. 





The Real Googly. 
‘* CRAWFORD seemed well set when 
FAULKNER deceived him with a ball 
that came in from the off after several 








come very thin.’’—Daily Telegraph. 





seldom set eyes on, and it went well 


leg breaks.’’— Morning Post. 
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- that our success was a thing assured|foot in Puddlebury throughout the 
THE PATRIOTISM OF from the first. On the contrary,| whole of the ‘* dangerous "’ period. 
PUDDLEBURY. there were dark seasons, days when | In spite of all, however, we had 
aie , men went about with faces pale and| some nasty moments of fright, espe- 
(An Anticipation of 1908.) drawn with anxiety, none huosiion tolalle towards the end of May, a 
Everyone agrees that the Rector is| where and when the Dread Thing | an “elderly maiden lady, previously 
entitled to the chief credit of it, for! might declare itself in our midst.|one of the most highly-respected in- 
to him in the first place was owing| Happily, however, the precautionary | habitants of the town, was overheard 
the inception of the idea, and it was| measures of the Committee were as|at a garden party to express her 
mainly his energy and determination | efficacious as they were prompt. An| regret that modern costume was “’ so 
that carried it to so = _———__ _—_--_—- —_—__________—__ - ———-, much less pictur- 
triumphant an esque than that of 
issue. : the olden days.’’ 
It was as early 7. duel The case (which 
as last Autumn ae EME Ei perhaps excited 
that the idea came > “¢g ; ' , more apprehension 
to him, the great : aF" eee at than it deserved, 
resolve that was to iy Z\ AA dll, Ms, on a | owing to the posi 
make Puddlebury o  apala Hy ca hi aa tion of the victim 
famous throughout ig 4 ‘ ye | ee gee ies ; and the publicity 
England, and he ‘ t of the seizure) was, 
lost no time in cail- . : : however, promptly 
ing a public meet- Ke | = Be se , dealt with, and, 
ing to discuss and Je : Saar caey 4 ? | though small 
consider it. When : , alarms of the kind 
he finished his Re ; were for some time 
opening speech, a N Gy; igh | AV A not infrequent, 
wave of patriotic re i OG ra : ak Puddlebury was 
enthusiasm seemed dt +, AR \ gaa Sd) : : at never again seri- 
to pass over the BASS wh’ sf ad ‘ 5 ously threatened, 
assembly. The ex- ) 2 Wis : 1 I till a fortunately 
citement was tre- = ' ZS early and inclement 
mendous. It was : ZA ' Autumn put an end 
felt by us all that 2 . a NlA"\ | to our anxiety. 
Puddlebury had Y : Se. ‘SS 3) sty On the day when 








been, as it were, am i ft \umaafi = ami) 7? 4 \ the danger was 

singled out for a ve Sa Eo HA i] } Z i] officially declared 

momentous and ; YP LG AA ZB AT Ae We Jf ' | over, yet another 

historic destiny, of <P |, +h." PTT i); TW, DE. crowded and enthu 
", ‘ig / = 


which it behoved f ir . siastic meeting was 
her children to Wy, .. Le / held, at which it 
prove themselves ' ~ ahs eh / was unanimously 
worthy. . WWE Pe “Mm ‘ agreed that the sur- 

A Committee of ag SS a . = ; f plus of the defence 
Public Safety, con- , = ,  — <n || funds should be 
sisting of the clergy - : = spent partly in a 
of all denomina- display of fireworks, 
tions and the prin- partly in a service 
cipal local _ resi- of plate to be pre- 


dents, was at once 
formed, and given 
carte blanche in 
the matter of juris- 


sented to the Rec- 
tor by his grateful 
fellow - citizens to 
record their appre- 


diction and ex- RIVER NOTES AND QUERIES. ciation of the fact 


pense. The feel- 7 o* ’ . p (we now quote 
: . Ap t rom the depths). “ Have you (pf) seen A ‘ CANADER’ ANYWHERE , ; 
ing indeed was Apparition (rising f ve depths Ww (pf) from the inserip- 


unanimously voiced a — - tion} that it was 
that this was no season for trivial|emergency hospital was established| mainly ‘‘ through his heroic and un- 
jealousies, and it may truly be saidjon the outskirts of the parish, in/|tiring efforts that Puddlebury to-day 
that from then onwards all ranks|which anyone who displayed the occupies the proud position of being 
and conditions of Puddleburians| slightest symptom of an inclination | The Only Town in England that 
have worked together with splendid|to dress-up might instantly be/did not have a Historical Pageant.’’ 
enthusiasm for the common cause.|isolated. By a specially-passed by- 
aA tgs aon en ap cme lb en rye became ag md Meteorological Forecast. 
' J ged|disease, with severe penalties for Its | Pos a aa thas Ginnie 

place ; and its citizens, rejoicing in a|concealment, while so strict was the | OSSIBILITY OF MORE WEATHER. 

| Sreat deed well done, are as happy|quarantine enforced upon such in-| ‘*‘ Little change in the general char- 
}and united a community as may be| fected areas as Oxford or Bury St. | acter of the weather is, however, 
found. Edmunds that no one from either| likely to result except a possible in- 
Not that I would have you fancy!of these places was allowed to set}! crease.’’—Guardian. 









































OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks 


Tne authoress of The Celestial Surgeon has no patience 
| with materi il pre sperity. She leans to the supernormal, 
ind is greatly concerned with those flickering glimpses of 
the | nd which (rather fortunately perhaps) it is not 
£ en to everyone to perceive. Here in The Burning 
l'orch Mivrray) Miss Mownrresor presents Dolores 
Ellerson, a half-Spanish girl, in the rather uncomfort 
ible ¥ t of a heroine with second sight ; Gregory Char 
rinaton i thorough Qo lealist, founder of a Brother- 
hood that reforms the tandards of trade, abjures meat, 
und tattoos iis wrists: and, for counterfoils, the hard but 
heautiful family of Mr. Muncassen, a well-arrived par- 
, in Gloucester 
juare. There are some 
lmirable character 
n ok: the vague, 
onal thre ad IS we 1] 
! r' n with the plot ; 
nel the ange ls are not too 
harply RE parated from 
t} ! le desirable vis-d- 
’ The world may be as 
} was Mr. Bunthorne’s 
|, but there are plenty 
of commonplace peopl 
with a sufficient tinge ol 


spiritual ty to make it de- 


ently habitable. We are 
, ill taken with 

Olum pi Mum, Muncas 
” ter (he has made | 

the unpresentables of his 

Liverpool family change 

th or nal name), whose Small B y to Jones. who haa beer 
lgar ood-nature is SO |“Say, Mister, MoTHeR SAYS SHE ’LI 


nfect with Sebastian, | an’ pray ‘Annie Laurie’ on yer 
the er-do-well son, whe 
han pior the orphan ‘* Don’t,”’ and with that delight- 
fully matter-of-fact lady Mrs. Jones “Oh, my 
lear iys she (in response to the heroine's Cassandra- 
premonitions of disaster), ‘‘ that means your 
it of order \ mist before the eyes is a sure 
of it.’’ Miss Monrresor is to be congratulated on 
ry charming book; but isn’t a railway accident 
rather a threadbare device for bringing about an inevita- 
ble death? It should be only your hare-brained des- 
nerado (one would think) in romance who has the nerve 
to take a third-class ticket to town. 
Bachelor Betty is a ConsTABLE, and therefore rightly 
leals with ‘‘ homely scenes painted in a simple way,”’ 
enes not in Bast Anglia, but on board a homeward- 


bound ship; at Colombo; in a village not twenty miles 
London; in a Ladies’ Club not a s-throw 
from Hyde Park; in the Park itself; in a tiny West-End 
flat; in a Thames-side villa; and generally in just the 
wes where you would expect to find a bachelor young 
lady who had come all the way from Australia to make a 
by her pen. The chronicler, Miss WurvNirrep 
like Betty, an Australian born, and not very 
**home,’’ so that 


from stone 


‘ wo made the same pilgrimage 
what Betty sees and does and and her view of 
England as through Australian glasses, the 
of being the outcome of the author's personal ex 
periet It is all very fresh and bright, and if Miss 


Says, 


seen has 
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JAMES goes on as she has begun we shall soon be talk- 
ing of yet another Australian champion. Miss JAmrs 
I beg pardon— Miss Betty) shows a very proper appreci- 
ation of our national institutions. She fell in love with 
Eien Terry at first sight, and the first time she saw the 
Kine her heart throbbed like a Vanguard omnibus before 
it starts; her eyes felt hot and shining, and she wanted 
to go straight up to him and kiss his hands and sav, 
‘* Please, I would like to do something for you.’” Aus- 
tralian and Colonial papers please copy. 

Mr. A. C. Fox Davies is extraordinarily nimble at 
twisting and knotting the threads of a narrative until 
they are apparently an inextricable tangle, but he has 
not, to my mind, written an ideal detective story in The 
Mauleverer Murders (Lane). I think for a detective 
story to be really 
factory the reader should 
be supplied with every 
clue, so that if he is in- 
genious enough he may 
solve the mystery for him- 
self. The author should 
not take the mean advan- 
tage of concealing to the 
end, as Mr. Fox Davies 
does, the facts upon 
which everything hinges. 
He should—or so I think 
| —boldly display his in- 
gredients, and having 

given them all a fair show 
| so manipulate them that 
he can defy the reader to 
say before the thing is 
complete which is the im- 


satis- 


portant one. I confess I 

t taking part in the loeal pageant have never written a de- 
GIVE YOU A PENNY IF you'LL stop| tective story, and that if 
’arp.” I did I should probably 


break my own rules. They 
are rather difficult. But they ought not to be too 
difficult for a writer of Mr. Fox Davies's unquestionable 
skill at the game. 








TO A GERMAN BAND. 

Ou, you who with robust Teutonic cheeks 

Distended to extraordinary size, 

Encamp beneath unfriendly British skies 
And fill the air with strange, discordant squeaks, 
Imagine not that I am one who seeks 

To censure your misguided enterprise : 

Your strains I welcome rather than despise, 
Although they change not with the passing weeks. 


I have not called down curses on your h« ad, 
Perhaps because I have the luck to own 
A soul to music’s influences dead, 
And know not if your tunes be rightly blown; 
And when I hear you I have merely said : 
‘“* This must be Friday—how the week has flown! 


” 








The Cork Constitution quotes The Daily News on 
Tariff Reform as follows :— 

“The people as a whole are utterly unconvinced by this agitation. 
They are not so much augered, as bored.’ 

This is just the sort of nice distinction that would 
appeal to that energetic Tariff Reformer, the Leader ef 





the Opposition. 
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